ENGLAND's Black Tribunal, 


Or, King Charlcs's Martyrdom. 
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"TRUE churchmen all, 1 pray behold and ſee, 
Great Charles once England's king 1a miſery, 
His ſufferings now I mean to tell, 


How britons did againſt their king rebel. 


A court they made which they did juſtice call, 
And there thoſe traitors moſt tyrannical, 
Of cruelty impeach'd the beſt of kings, 
Of murder, treaſon and ſuch heinous things, 


Baſely they us'd the royal priſoner there, 
He not being ſuffer? d truth for to declare, 
It's ſtrange ſays Charles, a moſt ſurprizing thing, 
You can't make laws now for to try your king. 


Our court is juſt the preſident repiy'd, 
And by theſe laws, fir, now you mult be try'd, 
For againſt the lords and commons of this land, 
It's not for priſoners to diſpute and ſtand. 


Then aid the king I think my caſe is hard, 
Worſe than the malefactors I am ſerv'd, | 
For they have liberty to plead their cauſe, 


Why don'c you grant me the true britiſh laws. 


Conſider firſt I'm your anointed king, 
Take heed, leſt judgment on this land you bting, 
For if the Lord's appointed you do ſlay, | 


Take care you don't repent the bloddy day. 


In vain did ſpeak this priace of royal blood, 
His words indeed they did but little good, 
For by thoſe bloody tyrants be was caſt, 
Charles Stuart, you mult loſe your had at laſt. 


As he paſe'd down the ſtairs, the ſoldiers baſe, 
Did ſmoke tobacco in his royal face, 
Spitting upon him as hy dic paſs by, 
Forgive them, Chriſt, forgive them he Gid cry, 


- 


It is no more than what my ſaviour dear, 
Did ſutfer tor poet ſinful mortals here, 
It thus the king of heaven they did kill, 
Whatis my blood to his, which they did ſpill. 


My earthly crown [ freely down do lay, 


Although they thus do take my life away, 


I hope a crown of glory to obtain, 
For ever with the bleſt above to reign; 


nov do ſuffer for a cauſe that's good, 
For the proteitant laws I always ſtood, 
Bur when my head they from my body take, 
Caritt keep the church for thy dear mercy's ſake. 


Then he did beg his children for to ſee, 
It being granted then that liberty, 
Thoſe that in England being pretent there, 
To ſce their dying father did repair. 


Bit when the lady Elizabeth did her father ſee, 
She trembling fell oc fore him on her knee, 
Having the Duke of Glouceſter in her hand, 
Riſe, ſays the king, before your father ſtand, 


Behold dear child, the king to her did ay, 
Great Charles who once did England's ſcepter ſway 
Is try*d and caſt, upon the block to dye, 

Not knowing of the cauſe or reaſon why. 


O royal father ſaid the princeſs then, 
What will become of us when you are gone, 
If they've the heart to ſlay our father dear, 
1 fear our deaths are drawing very near. 


. 


If could die upon the block for thee, 
Drath would be but a little unto me; 
But I mult live to ive my father bleed, 

O cruel tyrants you who do the deed. 


O chili! when | am gone, the king reply'd, 
Yau have a god for to {tand on your ſide, 
I hope he will preſerve the Stewart race, 
So heaven bleſs and mark you all with grace, 


Then taking of the duke of Glouceſter young,.. 
Upon his knee which was his youngeſt ſon ; 
Said he dear child, I give this charge to thee, 
That to your brother you obedient be. 


It is your brother Charles that I do mean, 
You muſt call him your ſovereign lord and king, 


For they will cut oF thy dear fathers head, 


The babe then wept for to hear what he ſaid. 


Then who muſt be my father ſaid the child, 
The lord of heaven faid the king and {mild, 
With that the child upon his neck did fly, 
Saying father let us both together die. 


This kind expreſſion of a child ſo young, 
It caus'd the tears like fountains for to run, 
A thouſand times he kiſs'd his children dear, 
And on his knees with them fell down to prayers, 


And bleſſing of them took his laſt farewell, 
Saying with your father things will ſoon do well; 
Next to the block this Martyr was convey'd, 

At his own palace gate to loſe his head. 


How can the preſbyterians bear to hear, 
How patiently he did his ſufferings bear z * 
How freely he his earthly crown did leave, 
In hopes a crown of glory to receive. 


la Windſor Chapel there his corps wes laid, 
When the Lord Liſhop of London was deny'd z 
At the funeral to read the common prayer, 
A thing his royal maſter lov'd ſodcar. 


Thus fell the church as likewiſe fell the king, 
O crve! pr=ſbyterians I am fare this thing, 
Can never be forgot, the bloody day, 

On which your royal maller ye did lay, 


We never more will put in your power, 
The church of England up for to devour ; 
Heaven preſerve te church likewite the (tate, 
Aud keep it trum the preibyt-rians crucl hate, 
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